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on the rock of bayonets, only to share the fate of the
cuirassiers whose glittering wreckage marked the road
from corny uplancTto the hamlet of Quatre Bras.
AIL this while more of the Anglo-Dutch were arriving
from Brussels, and Wellington prepared his offensive^
Ney had thrown over the external's of command and
was fighting in the front like an under-otncer, losing
his second horse. Then it was that an urgent dispatch
reached him. Whatever the position at Quarte Bras,
wrote Napoleon, the ist Corps must execute ks march
to cut off the Prussians. And coining at such a time,
with the British about to attack, it meant the last of Ney's
self-possession.
Fiery with rage, and brandishing his sword like a
madman., he spat out that he had already recalled d'Erlon
to that part of the field, so back d'Erlon must come.
It -was no use the aide-de-camp who had brought ihe
message trying to remonstrate. The Marshal-Prince,
after a storm of word and gesture that recalled his dis-
appointment on the day of the Moscowa, turned back to
the fighting. The British assault was under way and
his ranks must be ordered; besides, It was easier meeting
bullets than the uncontrollable drift of men and moments.
By the time Ney's countermand reached him, d'Erion
had come within sight of the Prussian defeat at Ligny.
He at once concluded that the Marshal must have good
cause for such a step and wheeled about in the direction
of Frasnes, arriving there at nine o'clock, having failed to
intercept the Prussians and too late to be of assistance
at Quatre Bras. For Ney was already back on the line
he had held at midday, after a record, first of inaction
then of muddled purpose, that does more to reveal his
state than any excited pose or burst of frenzy.
The iyth brought a letter from Napoleon to the
Marshal, regretting his failure to co-operate and so
destroy part of the enemy. But the primary resolve,
however imperfect, had been achieved. There was no
point of junction between Bliicher, who was retiring to
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